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ADVERTISEMEN x. 


ExpravouRNG what to invent, where the 
ſituations for Mufick could be new and various, I 
| Conceived that a kind of Operatical Pantomime 
would be very likely to anſwer the purpoſe. This 
icheme every one encouraged me to go on with; 
and it is now (with the Dialogue, confiderably 
improved, by the advice and affiſtance of ſome 
ingenious friends) humbly ſubmitted io the Pub- 


lic, 
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OPERATICAL PANTOMIME. 
Ss FR NEL 


A Deſart Janda number of Barren rocks are ſcut- 
tered about irregularly, and at. a diſtunce is ſeen, an 
agitated. ſea.— Harlequin gains the, ſhore upon a 
plank. — During the form the * S 11 
ſung behind. 


0 . O 


E fk "we Ln E , 
The raging billows, how they break 
All hands t' th' pump! how we are driv'n, 
'Zounds ! blood and thunder |—hear us Heav'n 
84A 'B 4 She's 
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THE TOUCHSTONE; 


She's a mere wreck—tofſt like a cork= - 
O mercy, mercy !—Damn your work, 
Afloat ſhe can no longer lie— 

She ſplits! we're gone—we fink, we die. 
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This Chorus is at times interrupted by fcbchal $9i- 
rits who coms on one of whom ſings the following 
words : 
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C back; come back—what i is all this! ? 
Winds roar, 
Rains pour, 
Something's amiſs : 

That Feridon, if right I gueſs _ 
What's that *>=Oh'! ſailors in diſtreſs ; 
Pell-mell they're toſs'd—how they are driv'n ! 

At once they ſwear and pray to 8 0 

D'ye hear? 

I fear 
Some curſt diſaſter; 7 () {1 5 

Beſt tell Padmanada, our potent wakere ., | 
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A. 


28 Feridon Mrs. Farrel. 


Taſk my power, be it to f | 42 5 
10 vonder corner of the * du 50 1 ) 
Be it to plumb the ſoundleſs 1 

Or climb yon ee rugged and 2 
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Like thought, to, reach the torrid zone, 
Or Myriads find, of, rng unknown; 
Or plunge | into the dept hof hell GP 
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To obey your will, 2 Oriel. 
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„ AIX. 


HRE TOUCHSTONE; 


Colombine—Miſs Brown. 


Parents may fairly thank themſelves, 
Should love our duty maſter ; 

Checking his power, the ſenſeleſs elves 
But dye che Knot the fafter. 
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To trick fuch datards, weak 90 vain „ 

Is duty and allegiance; or A1! 

Whilft love, and All his pleafirg train 
To fly, wete NR.” an ks 
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II. 


As fickle fancy or caprice, 
Or head- ſtrong whim adviſes ; 
Children, and all their future peace, 
Become the ſacrifices, 
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Then trick theſe dotards, weak and vain, 
'Tis duty and allegiance ; 
Whilſt love, and all his pleaſing train, 


row i 


To fly, were diſobedience. 


A 15 n. 
kent. Reinhold, 


Such rumbling, 3 204 loch tofling, Sir 3 ; 

Such joſtling, and. ſuch croſſing. Sir,, 
Soon O erturned lay, 

And topſey-turvey the poor milky way. 
We rode o'er Aquarius, 
Knock'd down Sagittarius, 

Quench'd ſtars as thick as bees in hives ; 

Whilſt I, in ſuch a taking, Sir, | 

From head to foot was COW Sir; 
Tho' Ad e <2 I in 
I knew needs muſtt. 
Wir de dbl e. 410 24 
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Rams, virgins, bulls, and na, of. ah 


Now bid us all defiance, Sir; 
A very ſwarm. 


Myriads of worlds, in every ſhape and form, 


Flat, ſquare, oblong, and ſpherical, 
Sir, we eſcap'd by miracle. 

I thought had we a thouſand lives, 
To pot we muſt have gone, dir, 
So fiercely they came on, Sir. 
But the Proverb's Juſt, 
For faith needs muſt, | 

When the devil drives. 
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This life is like a troubled ſea,” © 
Where, helm a weather or a E | 
The ſhip wilt neither ſtay nor wear, 
But drives off every rock in fear, 
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All ſeamanſhip in vain we try, 

We cannot keep her ſteadilj ex 

But juſt as Fortune's, wind ſhould blow, 
| The veſſel's toſticated to and fo. 


Vet come but love on board, 
Our hearts with pleaſure ſtot'd; 
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5 No ſtorm can overwhelm. | 
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| Still blows in vain | ; 8 0 
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| The hurricane, 
| 8 While he is at the helm. 
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My name's Ted Blarney, 1 I'll be bout, 
And ma and boy upon this ground, 
Full twenty years I've beat my round, 


Crying, Vauxhall Watch. 


And 


. 1 * CY 


THE ToOUCHSTONE; 


And as that time's a little ſhott f 
With ſome genteels that here reſort ; 

To be ſure I have not had ſome koa, 
Crying, Vauxhall Watch. 


oh l of pretty net nest and tight, | 
And Macaronies—what a ſight! 

Of a ſtar-light morn I've bid good night 
Crying, Vauxhall Watch. 


II. 


The lover cries, no one will ſee. 

You are deceiv'd, my ſoul, ſays ſhe. 
Dere's that Iriſh teef here, maning me, 
Crying, Vauxhall Watch. 


Den I gets a tirteen not to talk: 

They gently ſteal to the dark walk, 

And I decamps no ſport to baulk, _ 

Crying, Vauxhall, lite 
oh J oh br gamſcls, Kc. 
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Colombine—Miſs Brown, 


Forgive, if ſometimes penſive, 
My chearfulneſs forgot ; 
Of ſhadows apprehenſive, 
I fear—T know not what. 


My very love alarms me, 
Its failings then excuſe ; | 

If your's, which ſo much charms me, 
I ſo much dread to loſe. 


This life has little ICY 

What wonder then in pain . 
We're every moment ſeizing. 

That little to retain ? 928 
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THE TOUCHSTONE: 


A I K. 
Pierrot—Mr. Reinhold. 


Like a tennis-ball am J, 

Now tumbling low, now rifing high; 
Bandied here, and bandied there, 
To and fro, and ev ry where, 


Now do I back 


A dragon with a fiery tail ; 
Preſently, ſmack, | 

Im ſea-fick, riding on a whale, 

Still like a tennis-ball I fare; | 
Now on the ground, now in the air; 
Bandied here, and bandied there, 
To and fro, and ev Ty where. 


Each thing wears ſome fantaſtic ſhape, 


My brain's in ſuch a pother ; ; 


But get me once out of this ſcrape, 
V1! ne'er get in another, 
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Colombine, in the Character of the Goddeſs; 


Fortune -M Brown. 


Ve fair, ye lovers, at my call, | 

Young, grave and gay, come hither all: 
Take me, take me, while ye may, 

Fortune comes not ev'ry day. 


I know you you a child purſue— (io Pant. ) 
Who from her tyrant father flew : 

Go onto find her rack your brains, 

And wear the fool's cap for your pains. 


Ye fair, &c. 


You to his ſchemes aſſiſtancelen d, 

But little think how all may end : 

You'll loſe your miſtreſs Marinette—( fo Mex. ) 
You'll ; in the ſtocks, you ſot, be ſet—(0 Pier.) 
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THE TOUCHSTONE: 
A 1 

Sung by Miſs Brown, Mrs. Farrel, and Mr, Leoni. 

Gentle Echo, as we wander 

From all thoſe paths which iſſue yonder, 

Where mazy labyrinths wind, 

T' the deſtin d grove ſhew us the right one, 


Is it the dark one ?—is it the light one? 
We ſeek, but cannot find, 


II. 


2 N ay, gentle Echo, this is jeſting ; 
The boon ſo earneſt. we're requeſting, 
. We're told depends on thee, 


For in that moment you direct us, 
From ev'ry ill we're free. 


CHORUS 


AN OPERATICAL PANTOMIME: 13 
CHORUS of Spin. 


The ſpell is broker} re free, we're 1 N 


From this auſpicious day: 
Sing Colombine and liberty! 
Dance ! frolick and be gay. 


The fell enchanter's helliſh wiles 
To cruſh and break his charms, 
Revenge cries on—Occaſion ſmiles 
To arms! to arms! to arms ! 
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8 1 Fe Farrel 4s 8 
Your Fe: now y his faulchion 3 | 
Laurels are ſtrew'd before ce; 
Come on and fight the noble cauſe, 

The word's St. George and glory. 


Aſſur'd of glory and ſucceſs, 
We take the field with ſpirit ; 
ERS | 1 Each 


„ THE TOUCHSTONE; 


Each Britiſh heart the cauſe will bleſs, 
Where courage ranks with merit. 
Your champion 2 


To join our - band, the Britiſh youth. © 
Would muſter, did we need em; 
Their very ſoil is valour- 8 growth; 
Who breathes their air, breathes freedom. 
__* Your champion, c: 


RECITATIVE; 


Feridon—Mrs. Farrel. 


Now let our glorious revelry begin; 

Sound follow ſound, and din re-echo din ; 

Let trumpets, fifes, and drums, be heard afar; 
Cannon, and all the clangour of the war ; 
While, with prophetic ardour, we relate 

The foes of Britain haſt'ning to their fate, 
Shall wear theſe fetters they for us would forge, 
For England's ſtill protected by her George. 
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A I R. 
Feridon— Mes. Farrel. 


Happy Britain, matchleſs iſle, 

W hoſe natives, like their ſturdy oak, 
Secure in inborn force may ſmile, 

And mock the tempeſt's heavieſt ſtroke, 


When ſmiling peace ſhall bleſs the kund, 
Her couching lion ſhall in dalliance ſport ; 
Arts and fair Science, hand in hand, 

Their Monarch's patronage ſhall court. 


But rous'd by war, ſhall dreadful move, 
Britannia's vengeance on her foes ſhall prove, 
Whene'er again her banners are unfurld, 
The dread and envy of the wond'ring world: 


FINALE. 


Sound drums, ſoynd cannons, trumpets ſound ; 
Proclaim with chearful clangor 
Britannia's rouz'd, and nations round 
Shall dread her noble anger. 

Gentle i In peace, as doves in Venus' car, 
But terrible as thund'ring Jove in war. 


THE END. 


CY 
= * 
ry 
£ 
F . 
1 T2 
s ds 44 
1 


OY _ | = 
& y F oy 
x 

\ 0 
139 
8. 
= 
\ 
* * 
* #\ 
„ 
0 
8 
* „ 
* . 
- 
, f C * 
o 
- £ 


* 
a, - * - 
- 2 el » 
+ 
* 
7 
- 
- » * * 
* 
* 
- ” 


- 4 | 1 bod + * + 90. 4 3 F & 1 
* 
. 
9644 ** = 
— I © 1 "Y 
* R_ 
- * S. % þ, S & FX + ww z 
— 
* . , 
* a ” 74 ,a j 1 © % * - L 
* » 0 — 140 # * E * + $49 544 . 4 1 19 
. * 7 by * * - * 
* * 0 * 808 . 9 0 - 
* 0 W * 1 . d 5 " 
- — . * 
1 _ 
5 5 47 1 27 i 
. - *. wit * oy L 4 CS + 4 * a + &# © _ 
* 
| * * 4 7 
* - \ rn 1 £4 * 1 — a) 89 % A 
# & » | 
— * = 4 1 9 „ — 4 i 41 — 
- 
* 4 * - . #@ * a # © . * 
* - » £4 4 F, 
| % 1 " 
« P i P o #11 | 
8 * # 
. * 
4 . n ”# 1 — F * 1 7 
Py & + 11 - * % 4 o * # o w# # / & 4% Aa. 
# 
* ® - - o 
F f # . - 1 *v 
\ 15 CI * - - — .* * * 
o 7 * - 2 . 4 
A, *y 5 „ „* 1 % 7 7 f? , : 2 1 L 
of $/ $34 * * fo. w 4 4 
. — : 
# 
* 
9 * . 
F [ 17 . n 4 CY. | * ung i 
1 118.41 ˖ f 17 42 » 
. 
? & 5 
; 11 
- „ ry * 
* 8 
8 bd 2 9 * . — 12 „ _ 
- bs * 
* * 1 * 
1 
* % ”" = T & oy 
* 
„ * - \ 
. * N „ 
* # * - * 8 el 
[ " * o 
# 140 : , . 9 10 Li ag. + L 
y. . MI; 
. ** N 9 py 1 F : . 
* , »% # — TC * * * _ 
= * * - 
* k * . F ® 1 
* FI ; 0 
, + X% + 4 3 SS S-® - a * - «+ 4 S * 
22 R 
- . Fi * * * 4 
-4 — 
, . * j 0 0 „53 # k 4 — 
. 
a ka 1 
4 -. . 4 SS 4 „ * %* + & 4 & * -v 
* 4 
” * — * * * 
F La * = CY — 


' 
: 
' 


W©Wrs 


